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duction, by the fact that he, the most peaceful of men, was
being forced into action again; and it would serve Maria right
if he was unfaithful to her.
'Come/ Olga said. She got up and went slowly towards her
room. He followed her. She walked beautifully, swaying a
little on her high-heeled slippers. At the door she looked back
over her shoulder. It was the traditional looking back of the
female: without subtlety. It annoyed him. He followed her,
still with his rifle in the crook of his arm. That Olga should
have the audacity to do this still stirred him profoundly. His
world was crashing again. This was a further insult. And if
he did not make love to her, she might be annoyed and want
to take the rifle back. Women were like that, without a sense
of the fitness of things.
He saw the champagne in a silver bucket on the floor and
a dish of sandwiches on a tray covered with a napkin. The
woman was shameless, and how had she known he was com-
ing? He sat down and leant his rifle against the wall beside
him. Olga sat on the bed. She was watching him. One thing
was certain, he must get away before it was light if he was going
to steal Channel's car.
Sebastian opened the champagne. He filled the glass.
'In Rheims there is .a beautiful cathedral,' he said.
What had cathedrals to do with this? she wondered.
'Cathedrals and winged ships,' Sebastian said, care the
noblest works of man. They are of God.'
Olga fetched a glass from the bathroom. How many
couples had drunk champagne before going to bed together?
Bacchus and Venus... Fritz would have said something like
that: something banal, ordinary, to gloss over what he thought
was the awkward moment. But no moment was awkward to
Sebastian.
'It is too dry/ was all he said as he filled his glass again.
Then he took a sandwich and put it into his mouth in one
piece. A sandwich should be bitten at least in half, Olga
thought. He took another.